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He 's wrapped her in a green mantle

And set her softly in ;
Her hair was wet upon her face,

Her face was grey and thin ;
And e Oh ! ' she said, ' lie still, my babe.

It 's out you must not win I '

But woe !s my heart for Father John !

As hard as he might pray,                              130

There seemed no help but Noah's ark

Or Jonah's fish that day.

The first strokes that the oars struck

Were over the broad leas ;
The next strokes that the oars struck

They pushed beneath the trees ;

The last stroke that the oars struck,

The good boat's head was met,
And there the gate of the kirkyard

Stood like a ferry-gate.                                   140

He 's set his hand upon the bar

And lightly leaped within :
He ?s lifted her to his left shoulder,

Her knees beside his chin.

The graves lay deep beneath the flood

Under the rain alone ;
And when the foot-stone made him slip,

He held by the head-stone.

The empty boat thrawed i* the wind

Against the postern tied.                                150

* Hold still, you've brought my love with me,

You shall take back my bride.'

But woe 's my heart for Father John

And the saints he clamoured to !
There ?s never a saint but Christopher

Might hale such buttocks through !